Book 1 (Chronicles of Nkegaraaga) 


Verses 1- 10 (Pre-Vimocana) 


Verse 1 (Energy) 


Chapter 1 (What is Energy?) 


Part 1 


Feed me with your serpent tongue. The honey pours down your velvet skin and we consume 
ourselves for eternity. Nothing is existing forever and forever is passing our eyes like dust 
flowing through our fingers. 


All there was: energy, energy not as we believe or comprehend energy to be but something 
more. Energy as the formation of ideas, thoughts, meaning translated and solidified into 
something tactile, more tactile, more real than the atoms we call “real”, more real than the 
objects that make up our existence that we call real. 


Bludgeon me to death with your silent kisses, your slippery words block my throat and 
prevent me to breathe. | feel your anger when | close my eyes and | rest inside your dark 
cave. Hiding, Bleeding. No more can | exist in this sorrow, where ignorance clouds my 
judgement and resentment feeds my suffering. 


The people lived as one another. There was not an individual in the sense that everyone was 
a different person, the sense that our society values the concept of differentiation in the 
people that make up the communities in the world. People formed as a conception of a 
thought, and thoughts would merge together into ideas which would in turn be recognised 
from our primitive, dull perspectives as being a civilisation. 


| bleed into you, the precious virgin. The lying whore. Sour is the taste of the bitter death of 
virtues, corrupted and poisoned by false prophets. No redemption lies in restoration. 
Annihilation is acceptance, destruction is death. You slowly poison me with joy, heal me with 
suffering. End me. Spit me. | am piss. You existed before me. Defile the structures of 
conformity, build anarchy through creativity. Breed creativity through lustful obliteration. 


| defy you, fleeting moment of beauty - defy you so you consume me, | am null. Grasp at the 
longing, it only slices you with its blades of hypocrisy. Sweet empty, dry mouth. Dry. Forget. 
Hold onto your sandcastle at the break of dawn. Build up a prison of ideology, destroy the 
past with your various failures. Hide. Laugh, peace, joy, love. The rats eat the body, the flies 
lay maggots in the eyes. END. END. Once again, repeating. Destroy it. 


Cruelty is kindness. It flows through your fingertips, the oceans of blood are draining into the 
subtle holes that you hide deep inside your brilliant castle of lies. Defy me. Defy death, live 
before and after and once more live in the shallow pool of meaning. Meaning strikes blows. 


Meaning cuts bones into ivory necklaces, dying and living, crying without eyes. What once 
was there yet you still feel it. Feel the absence, it is real. Feel the presence, it lies, it lures, it 
beckons you. 


Not once. Not twice. Secondly, the deconstruction of past ideals reaffirms the notion of a 
reconstruction of itself. It presents itself as old, as new as subtle and sly and once more as 
something to be nurtured and held to the breast, squeezing every drop of affection, yet when 
it is cast aside and crushed it reveals itself to have crept into your ear and buried itself for 
eternity. 


Part 2 


| am not there when you nod at me, when you point at laugh or hug me or try desperately to 
make a connection or kill me, feeling your knife puncture my lung as you cry tears, unsure 
where you are remorseful or relieved. | am just not there. I’m in a room, and the room has no 
windows, no doors, only a pit. The pit seemingly has no bottom, as if one were to throw 
something down it that object were to simply cease to exist. | look at this pit and sometimes, 
| hang by both hands off the edge, soaking in the knowledge that if my arms were lose 
strength there would be nothing stopping me from falling, finding, seeking, wishing, hoping, 
praying, leaving, staying, talking, fucking, loving, hating, dying, living, ending or beginning, 
as if | were asleep. 


Energy is all we are. The people of Vimodcana were complete - it is us who are unfinished, 
abandoned. The cycle is doomed to repeat if the cause is not fixed. Energy is everything, 
and we will return to energy as the people of Vimdcana came to understand that as life, just 
as we know carbon to be life. But carbon is not life, it is numbers, words, excuses. Energy is 
life, true life, purity, freedom. Energy is being okay. 


Chapter 2 (The Formation of Energy) 


Part 1 


| am bludgeoned by it. It beats me and crushes me and | find its fingers slipping around my 
throat when | try to breathe, the cloak of its cruelty enveloping me and stomping out my 
pitiful gasps and regrets and burdens. Is my suffering not enough? Do you need my lust too? 
Shall | take this will a smile and lie deep in hell when | finally escape? 


Part 2 


How was energy formed in Nkegaraaga? What was the beginning of this virtuous cycle of 
gratitude and splendour? Answers lie in hushed breaths. Answers lie in the bottom of lakes, 
dripping from the brow, and leaking from the shoe. The answer is plain when the context is 
given. The narrow beliefs and ignorant pride of a vain and shallow creature such as a human 
cannot comprehend the right questions to ask. We search for a beginning, for an end, for 
what we perceive as a meaning or a moral yet what we are really looking for is assurance. 


There was a room, not significant in its description, not spectacular in its appearance. From 
within this room slept a large rodent, unlike yet strikingly similar to the rodents we have 
grown accustomed to. It was of filth and squalor yet it dressed of riches and majesty, draping 


itself in gold and leather. This foul creature breathed life into Nkegaraaga when it awoke, and 
the beings of Nkegaraaga all sucked on its thousand breasts and crawled through every 
orifice in its body to reach its heart and feast. 


Chapter 3 (The Cycle of Energy) 


Part 1 


And thus upon us became what we can call a beginning if we are so inclined to view it from 
that narrow human construction. And from this begins the cycle that eventually was 
corrupted and decayed through Greed and Votus and the actions of The Fool. Yet to 
understand the undoing, we must understand the function and meaning of the cycle. 


Part 2 


Praise be, oh my darling of dirt, my daughter of disgust and devilish delights - your agony will 
not go unvindicated, and your sins will be atoned for. No one will miss you. 


The people of Nkegaraaga drew blood from the fountain of youth and bled silently in patient 
waiting, for once content, the soul knows the meaning of thanks. The cycle began with giving 
back and in return ended with the gift of rebirth, as when the brains of the rodent poured out 


its eye sockets and the flies lay maggots in its skull, all was undone once more and 
prosperity reigned. 


Verse 2 (Greed) 


Chapter 1 (Give Me The World) 


Part 1 


Soft and subtle smile, is it your longing that consumes you to? Is it your hope that is killing 
you? 


Why do you need me to stay? 
Give me the world, greed is glowing 
Give me your hand, | will chop it off and feed it to the dogs 


Give me the past, and | will show you the future. 


Part 2 


The philosophy of meaning, the philosophy of knowledge is false, bashful, bruised and 
beaten. It is weak. Knowledge is a false signal. To know means to assume, as all that can be 
assured is pain. Knowledge knows no bounds, it knows nothing. It’s a dark path of 


treacherous temptations. To sink oneself into denial of carnal pleasures is an anomaly, to 
practice abstinence, to foster sobriety, to harness decency, it’s sickening! IT’S VILE AND 
ABHORRENT! MORALITY IS THE SUCKERS GAMES, ARE YOU NOT THE FOOL? ALL 
YOU DO IS STROKE YOUR EGO! 


Or have you forgotten your infertility? 

How can one gain knowledge, if it all stands to be lost? If it can be snatched away with a 
simple strike of the fist? The lowly drunkard, the feudal peasant spraying his seed in 
whatever he can grasp with his clammy claws has more grace and righteousness than you if 
all you seek is the comfort of superiority in the works of false prophets, con artists in the 
trade of selling conceit. Tell me all about your accolades, your achievements, your honours 


you slimy coward. You'll still crawl. 


Part 3 

Greed grew in the people, greed grows in hope, in longing. When one experiences a feeling 
of something vaster and incomprehensibly beautiful and meaningful than they have ever 
before, they start to become greedy. They may step out of line; they may forget their place. 
Greed claws through even the strongest defences and grows in the garden of ambition. 
Part 4 


Part 5 


Chapter 2 (Suffer For Me) 
Part 1 
Part 2 


Part 3 


Chapter 3 (The Origin of Greed) 


Part 1 
HAVE YOU EXPERIENCED DIVINITY? 


DO YOU WISH TO? 


Part 2 


Part 3 


Verse 3 (Hate) 


Chapter 1 (Sacrifice) 


Part 1 


| want to ruin you. | want to know that you will never feel joy, or hope, or happiness again, 
and | want to know it’s because of me. | want so badly for you to turn to me in weakness, 
and for me to crush everything you are. It is all | want for you to be a shell, a husk, living only 
because | refuse to end your pitiful suffering. | am like a plague. | will be nothing. You will 
lose it all, everything. | want you to know that when you lay your eyes closed at night, | am 
there, watching. 


Part 2 


Chapter 2 (Love) 


Part 1 


To be completely detached from reality means to be disconnected from what is happening 
around you. This can be due to mental illness, drug use, or simply being in a state of 
extreme stress or exhaustion. When someone is detached from reality, they may have 
trouble communicating with others, concentrating, or making decisions. They may also 
experience hallucinations or delusions. 


When you dissociate, you essentially disconnect from reality. It’s like taking a mental step 
back from what’s happening around you. For some people, dissociation can be a way to 
protect themselves from a traumatic or overwhelming experience. 

A morally gray person is someone who does not necessarily adhere to strict moral codes, 
and may instead act based on their own personal code of ethics. This can make them 
difficult to predict or understand, as they may not always act in ways that are considered 
"moral" by society. Additionally, a morally gray person may be more likely to engage in 
monstrous behavior, as they may be less bound by traditional morality. 


Part 2 


No definitive answer exists, as love is complex and subjective. A person's capacity for love 
and redemption is likely influenced by several factors, including nature, nurture, and 
personal choice. It is possible that love could redeem an evil person, but it is also possible 
that it could not. 


Part 3 


Part 4 


Chapter 3 (Death) 


Part 1 


To be free from death would be a life without purpose. Death exists in all forms of what can 
be called by us to be life, although they might be seen as vastly different depending on how 
this death manifests itself as. 


Part 2 
Part 3 
Part 4 
Part 5 
Part 6 


Part 7 


Verse 4 (Love) 


Chapter 1 (Hate) 


Part 1 


| hate what | love and | love what | hate. Perhaps I’m worse than | seem, perhaps the lies 
and the evil deeds will come out, maybe one day the ground will open up and the past and 
present | have buried will be revealed. For the people of Nkegaraaga, Love was not an 
emotion, a state or a feeling as we experience it as. It was a blanket to be wrapped in, it was 
like a bullet in the back of the head. 


Every moment | fester, my love sprouts hate from within. Something so delicate and precious 
so easily becomes corrupted, and the more you try to grab onto and keep the feeling the 
more you realise it has changed and changed it has to you. Say you always loved the little 
giggle they did whenever you made them laugh. Now you hear such a thing and feel inclined 
to steer yourself off a bridge. And it devastates you, it eats you up inside, it makes you feel 
like you are going to explode. 


This is love. 


Part 2 
Chapter 2 (Longing) 
Part 1 
Part 2 
Part 3 
Part 4 


Part 5 


Chapter 3 (The Origin of Love) 


Part 1 
SEE WITH MY EYES, SEE AS | SEE - WHAT WOULD ONE CALL SUCH A THING? 


LOVE? 


The origin of love is dense, the beginning of love was bought about by the serenity of peace 
that was constant in the beginning. Yet love cannot exist without hate. 


Part 2 
Part 3 
Part 4 
Part 5 


Part 6 


Verse 5 (Life) 


Chapter 1 (Art) 

Part 1 

Part 2 

Part 3 

Chapter 2 (Youth) 
Part 1 

Part 2 

Part 3 

Chapter 3 (Seniority) 
Part 1 

Part 2 

Chapter 4 (Prosperity) 
Part 1 

Part 2 

Chapter 5 (Joy) 


Part 1 


Part 2 


Chapter 6 (Romance) 
Part 1 
Part 2 


Part 3 


Chapter 7 (Misery) 

Part 1 

Part 2 

Part 3 

Part 4 

Part 5 

Chapter 8 (Destruction) 
Part 1 

Part 2 


Part 3 


Verse 6 (The Coming of Vimdcana) 
Chapter 1 

Part One 

Part Two 

Chapter 2 

Part One 


Part Two 


Chapter 3 
Part One 


Part Two 

Verse 7 
Verse 8 
Verse 9 


Verse 10 


Verses 11 - 20 (Vimocana’s Reign) 
Verse 11 
Verse 12 
Verse 13 
Verse 14 
Verse 15 
Verse 16 
Verse 17 
Verse 18 
Verse 19 


Verse 20 


Verses 21 - 30 (Post-Vimocana) 
Verse 21 
Verse 22 
Verse 23 
Verse 24 
Verse 25 
Verse 26 
Verse 27 
Verse 28 
Verse 29 


Verse 30 
Book 2 (Creation of Universes) 


Verses 1- 10 (Universes 1-5) 


Verse 1 (Creation of Varcus) 


Chapter One (Deventis, Varcus god) 


Part One 


Varcus was born of no womb. When Varcus strikes, you plead not for mercy, but for death 
itself. Varcus is not a noble god, nor one of hate. Varcus 


Part Two 


Part Three 


Chapter Two (Deventis’ war) 
Part One 
Part Two 


Part Three 


Verse 2 (Obliteration of Varcus) 


Chapter One (Death of Deventis) 
Part One 

Part Two 

Part Three 

Chapter Two (The Implosion) 
Part One 

Part Two 

Part Three 

Chapter Three (After) 

Part One 

Part Two 


Part Three 


Verse 3 (The Fool) 


Chapter One (The Birth of The Fool) 


Part 1 


To feel as if you were a meaning, to think as if it was something important, not to be 
forgotten. 


Part 2 
Part 3 
Part 4 


Part 5 
Chapter Two 


Chapter Three (The Fool’s Pride) 


Part One 


Varcus is no more. What is left is the dust, the taste of blood in the mouth, the fleeting 
moment of beauty. It is clear in this moment what is to be learnt. We realise as with all things 
that it comes back to where it started, with the shining presence of Stultism guiding through. 


The Fool’s Pride bites the hole. The Fool’s Pride is to want to be better. The Fool’s Pride is 
denying what is becoming abundantly clear. Forgetful, The Fool. Proud, The Fool. He has a 
knife and he likes fun. The Fool’s Pride must be crushed - it consumes us. 


Always, coming back to Stultism. One cannot deny such a thing, as feeble denial strikes like 
drinking in the ocean of knowledge. The ocean shall remain, despite how much you drink. 


| was The Fool. Believe me, | remember. | cannot forget. It is my burden. It will become 
yours, when you realise. | wish you could see. It is true that you will see and you will 
remember being The Fool and you will know you are no longer him. 


Part Two 


Strike me like The Fool. Feel me like worms, crawling underneath. Salt me like snail. 


Part Three 
Part Four 


Part Five 
Chapter Four 


Chapter Five 
Verse 4 
Verse 5 


Verse 6 


| want what i want and i dont want to wait for it 
Verse 7 
Verse 8 


Verse 9 


GOD IS FLOWING THROUGH BY VEINS 

| NEED TO WOUND MYSELF AS MYSELF WOUNDS GOD 
| AM UNWORTHY 

| CRAVE IT 

FEEL MY HEART BEAT 

FEEL ME, ALIVe 


Verse 10 


Verses 11 - 20 (Universes 6-10) 
Verse 11 


Verse 12 
| AM NOT BEYOND PAIN | AM THE LIGHT AT THE END OF THE TUNNEL 


Verse 13 


Verse 14 


Verse 15 


Verse 16 


Verse 17 


Verse 18 


Verse 19 


Verse 20 


Verses 21 - 30 (Universe 11) 
Verse 21 
Verse 22 
Verse 23 
Verse 24 
Verse 25 
Verse 26 
Verse 27 
Verse 28 
Verse 29 


Verse 30 


Book 3 (The Self) 


Verses 1- 10 (Identity) 


Verse 1 (Language) 
Chapter One 

Chapter Two 

Chapter Three 
Chapter Four 


Chapter Five 
Verse 2 
Verse 3 
Verse 4 
Verse 5 
Verse 6 
Verse 7 
Verse 8 
Verse 9 


Verse 10 


Verses 11 - 20 (Votum) 


Verse 11 (To Kill) 


He could still smell it all over the place. The vicious stench. It 
smelt like death, the death of hope. It was filthy. He walked 
around the room a bit. It was a nice place, the books all filed 
neatly on the shelves, with all sorts of odd items lying around the 
floor. The thought came to his mind that it would be easy to 
shoplift here. He paid no attention. He was right though. There 
weren’t any cameras. There was nothing stopping people from 
just walking out with an item. He strolled towards the counter. 


There wasn’t anybody there. 


He looked down. There was a bell on the desk. The desk was 
gross. The whole place was gross, really, and he wondered why 
there was the very evident layer of dust covering everything there. 
He wondered yet he knew. It meant the place hadn’t been 
cleaned for a long time. He rang the bell. No one came. He 
looked around a bit more. There was a nice looking steel mirror 
hanging from one of the walls. He ran his finger across it, 
collecting a layer of grime on his hand which he didn’t 


appreciate. It disgusted him. 


He looked in the mirror. Was his hair okay? He ran his hands 
through it. He was wearing a lot of gel, and his hair was greasy. 
He looked dishevelled. This thought was interrupted. There was 
someone at the desk. It was a lady. Attractive looking, maybe in 
her mid to late ’20s. Beautiful brown hair in a ponytail. Was he 
staring? She asked him what he was buying. Startled, he pulled 
out the pocket watch and placed it on the desk. 


He was about to pay when a thought crept into his head. He 
knew this lady. He wasn’t sure where from yet. You could cut the 
tension with a knife. She was paying no mind to his trials and 
tribulations, She exuded apathy. He resented that. They'd been 
together for months now. Maybe two years at this point. He 


wasn’t keeping track. 


They were both sitting on the couch in his room. The couch 
seemed. wider than ever, or maybe it just had to do with the fact 
that she was sitting so far away. He moved over a bit. She moved 
over too. He was starting to get angry. He took a deep breath. He 


ran his hand against his neck. He could feel a lump. 


Her parents weren’t the loving type. One, a businessman. A wall 
street type. Looking at him he felt a bizarre sense of respect and 
repulsion. What things had he done in his life? They were both 
well into their 80’s now. The other, a housewife. Her glaring and 
intrusive eyes made him uncomfortable. He got the sense she 
didn’t leave a happy life. The dinner was cold and the chairs 


uncomfortable. The lump was bigger now. 


The funeral was short but felt like an eternity. She didn’t cry for 
the loss of her parents. He couldn’t blame her. It was raining, he 
held the umbrella. The priest said a few words. Not many 
showed. Then they went home. Neither of them spoke on the 
way back. He wanted out. He looked at her. Her small nose. Her 


bright blue eyes. Her ponytail. He didn’t feel a thing. 


The watch cost two dollars fifty. He got out his wallet. When he 
was giving her the cash, their hands brushed against each other 
for a brief second. She was so warm. He hadn’t felt the touch of a 


woman in so long. He caught a brief glimpse of her scars. He 


needed that money. The watch didn’t even work, it was broken. 


He cried for hours. He didn’t even know if he was a man. 


They were having another one of their fights. The yelling was 
excruciating. He felt a sharp pain in his abdomen. He’d been 
coughing a lot lately. The room’s wallpaper was peeling and 
needed a new coat. The heating was broken and the house felt 
like a coffin. She picked up a vase and threw it at him. By this 
point, they had both forgotten the feeling that bought them 
together in the first place, but they couldn’t leave. It was almost 
midnight, and the fires still burned outside. They huddled 


together for warmth. 


Verse 12 (To Breathe) 
Verse 13 (To Wish) 
Verse 14 (And Hope) 
Verse 15 (Ending) 
Verse 16 (Beginning) 
Verse 17 (Forever) 
Verse 18 (Before) 


Verse 19 (After) 


Chapter 1 (The Great Transition) 


Part 1 


Votum strikes in silence. Votum feeds on lonely, on empty, on quiet time with empty heads. 
Votum is not what Votum is to us. Votum is not to be understood by the shallow and vain 
conceptions of a creature bound still to mortal woes. Realising the truth and separating the 


lies of Votum is an ESSENTIAL part of becoming enlightened, of becoming a child of 
Stultism. 


Part 2 


The great transition, in simple terms, in the name for the period of time in which Stultist law 
is being put in place. Stultist law being enacted is the first phase of the grand plan. 


Part 3 
Part 4 


Part 5 


Chapter 2 (What is Votum) 


Part 1 


Votum is everywhere, it’s bursting at the seams and slipping into the cracks. Stultism is to be 
protected from Votum, to be ready and willing to fight it. 


Part 2 


Part 3 

Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 


Chapter 10 


Verse 20 (Past) 


Verses 21 - 30 
Verse 21 
Verse 22 


Verse 23 


FUCKERS!!! YOU CAN’t KILL ME FUCKERS 
ILL LIVE FOREVER 
| WILL NEVER DIE 


Verse 24 
Verse 25 
Verse 26 
Verse 27 
Verse 28 
Verse 29 


Verse 30 


Book 4 (The Future / Death) 


Verses 1- 10 (Fables) 


Verse 1 (The Melting Man) 


Chapter 1 


Part One 


A telemarketer. Yes, that’s what he was. | remember it quite clearly actually. He would 
always look so bored, so fed up. Fed up with everything. Dressed in beige, he would sit, call 
up people, sell this something or another, only to be practically verbally abused by these 
people. It would be quite sad, really, just to watch him do such menial tasks for a lifetime. 
That was until that fateful day. The day no one would forget. It started normal. It started like 
every other day. He would wake up in his tiny apartment, feed his cat, brush his teeth. He 
believed in good hygiene. | remember that about him. He seemed like the type who could be 
considered something of a neat freak, if you believe that terminology would be appropriate. 
He certainly seemed to like things all neat and tidy. There really wasn’t much in the way of 
defining objects in his apartment. No posters, No TV even. He seemed the type who wasn’t 
interested in the same things other people were. Entertainment had become of very little 
interest to him over the years. He spent his days just trying to earn a living. You see, he was 
from a low-income family as a child. Didn’t get along with the other children. He experienced 
injustices, so he decided he wanted to be a lawyer. But law school is expensive, and dreams 
fade with time. Anyway, he fed his cats, did all the things he did in the morning and got in his 
car. But in the car, something happened that usually doesn’t happen. He noticed a little 


droplet of water on his steering wheel. Usually, someone wouldn't notice something like that, 
but he was different. While he was driving to work he thought about it. There wasn’t any 
water anywhere else in the car, it was a pretty hot day. So why would there be a drop of 
water on his steering wheel? And while he was pondering that, he noticed another drop of 
water on his steering wheel. Before he was able to question where this water was coming 
from some more, he arrived at his work. And so order was restored in his menial life. He got 
back to work, typing and making calls. He didn’t even have time to think about the water. But 
while he was typing up on his computer, doing his little job, he noticed something quite 
strange. There was something off about the way he was typing. So he looks at his hands. 
That’s when he notices it. His middle finger is as short as his index finger. Now, he knows 
that this was not normal. He’s looked at his hands before. And they’ve never looked like this 
before. Now he’s worried. Anyone would be worried. It’s a normal reaction to something so 
strange. But he didn’t exactly have anything he could do about it. He could only get back to 
work. The boss didn’t like him being off-task. He decided he’d book a doctor's appointment 
on Saturday. It was Wednesday at the time. Or Tuesday. Anyway, he got back to work. He 
typed, he made phone calls, and before you knew it, it was almost time to go home. But he 
looked down at his keyboard and noticed something that would reasonably make anybody 
quite concerned. A puddle of water, all over his desk. His keyboard was soaking, everything 
was wet, it was horrible. He looked at his hand, and that’s when he actually got scared. His 
fingers have become something of stubs. They were about half the size they were when he 
woke up. Now he was concerned. Genuinely concerned. He thought he ought to bring it up 
with his boss. So he knocked on his boss's door. “Come in”, his boss says. So he explains to 
his boss the situation. Now, to continue the story reasonably, | feel like you must understand 
properly the type of person his boss was. Raised in a rich family of 17, His boss was abused 
mentally and physically by his alcoholic father. His mother died of leukaemia when he was 7. 
When he was 16, he killed his father in self-defence. Convinced he wouldn't beat the case, 
he fled the country and started a small telemarketing business built on scamming the elderly 
using fear tactics into buying things they didn’t need. | am telling you this so you understand 
that, for the reasons stated before, his boss was not a kind man. He had been through a lot, 
and he had done a lot, and he was done being nice. So you can hopefully understand that 
when this worker of his came into his office to say that his fingers were shorter or something, 
he didn’t exactly care. “See a doctor or something | don’t know! Just don’t come in here and 
expect a day off or something. You're skating on thin ice, you know that? You’ve used your 
sick day already, so get back to work!” Now unsure what he expected to happen, he went 
back to work. He wasn’t going back to being jobless, that’s for certain. On the drive home, he 
thought about his situation. He’d see if he could book an appointment for the doctor when he 
got home. Would they even know what to do? They were doctors, of course, they’d know 
what to do. When he got home, he did exactly what he’d planned. He called up the doctor 
with his now alarmingly small fingers and tried to book a doctor’s appointment. Unfortunately, 
he was all out of luck. They were full until next month. So he’d go next month, he thought, 
that’s fine. That’s fine. He'll get it sorted out then. Nothing bad is going to happen. Nothing 
bad is going to happen. Everything will be okay. He'll be okay, he thought. 


Part Two 


When he woke up the next day, everything was not okay. His bed was wet. This was not 
something that had happened in a long time for him. But this time it was different. He soon 
realised he no longer had a hand. Well, he had one hand, but usually he had two. He had 
something of a visceral reaction. He passed out. And when he woke up, he was running late 
for work. He drove as fast as he could with one hand, but soon realised he was driving much 
too fast. So fast, in fact, that he was being followed by a police officer who was signalling for 
him to pull over. He weighed his options, and pulled over. He took the ticket politely and went 
on with his day. Lucky for him, the cop didn’t notice the stub of a hand he now had or the fact 
that he was now only driving with one hand. He arrived to work shockingly late and received 
a warning from his boss. If he was late one more time, his job was lost. Unluckily for him, his 
boss noticed his stub. “Take one of those mechanical hands from the box” His boss growled, 
in his usual monotone but still slightly agitated inflexion only he could pull off and pointed to 
the box of mechanical hands in the corner. Slightly confused (but not upset) as to why there 
was a box of mechanical hands in the corner, he took a hand from the box and attached it to 
his stub. At his desk he noticed the dripping coming from his stub. He should have put two 
and two together a while ago, but embarrassingly he only now realised what was going on. 
He was melting. He was the melting man. By this point, he was struggling to remain 
composed, but he knew that he had to get to work, so he decided to worry about it later. 
Picking up the phone with his mechanical hand, he got to work calling the next old person, 
hoping to sell them the soap they so desperately didn’t need. The sweetest old lady picked 
up. Voice of an angel. “Hello, ma’am. You might be suffering from diseases you aren’t even 
aware that you’re inflicted with. But lucky for you, we are having a sale on our all in one 
miracle soap at the moment. Should | order you 5 boxes worth?” He murmured robotically, 
sticking to the script word for word. The seemingly kind old lady suddenly became much 
more sinister. “Lassie, ye seem a nice lad, but you’ve got a bad time coming for ya. Same 
thing ‘appened to me nephew. First the arms, ‘en the legs, after that ‘ere just a puddle, nut’in 
more. Ye best to get ‘elp while you still can, just for the life of ya, don’t keep doing this. She 
hung up. This kind of interaction is usually something you’d take to heart, perhaps it could 
even help you realise that time is precious, that you make the most of the little time you’ve 
got left. This is not the effect it had on him. Instead, he got on with his day relatively 
unchanged, moving on to the next number in his book. By the afternoon, however, his stub 
had significantly shorted, so much so that his mechanical hand would no longer work, and 
he’d need something more along the lines of a mechanical arm. He went to his boss's office 
to see if he had any, but upon opening the door, discovered a terrible secret about his boss. 
The sort of thing that a Hollywood monster would be doing. His boss had always struck him 
as something of a creep, but never to this extent. His boss got up, went over to him and lent 
into his ear. “You tell no one about this, and you keep your job. Got it?”. There was no way 
on earth that he could morally justify what he was going to do, but he wasn’t in a position 
where morals were his top priority. “Yes sir’, he murmured. He walked out and closed the 
door behind him. On the way to his car after work, he bumped into one of the victims of his 
boss’s predatory behaviour. “How could you?” She exclaimed in disgust. “Your word could 
blow the whistle on this whole operation. But you stay in silence. You’re just as bad as him.” 
He already knew this. He just kept walking. He had a nightmare that night. 


Chapter 2 


Part One 


When he woke up, expectedly, things hadn’t gotten better. Things don’t just suddenly get 
better. Since he hadn't done anything, things had only gotten worse. Now he had only one 
arm. He was not going to let this, admittedly big, problem stop him from getting on with his 
day. He fed his cats, started cooking some nice pasta like he usually did when he got a call 
from his boss. “Look, you’re one of my best employees, I’m not going to lie.” His boss 
murmurs, distressed. “Come right away. I’m hoping | can trust you. It’s serious.” His boss 
hangs up. He got into his car immediately and started driving rather unsafely with only one 
arm. Now, for context, he hadn’t exactly had the best life. When he was 17, he was 
disowned by his parents for being too expensive to afford and sent to fend for himself in the 
cruel and unusual outside world. With no house to speak of, or even a car, he spent his days 
looking for people to give him money or someone to give him a job. He didn’t find any of 
these things. It only got worse, his appearance, his mental health, his physical condition. 
After years debasing himself in filth and squalor, he found a job. Albeit a low-paying one, but 
it was just enough. He got a small apartment, and he gets enough income to afford food 
most of the time. He even got to keep the stray cat he adopted when he was homeless. So 
I’m sure you can understand how he wasn’t exactly in the mood to lose his job after all that. 
That doesn't justify what happens next, of course, but it should explain it. When he arrived at 
the office, things were not looking good. He knocked on his boss's door, waited a while then 
opened it. He found his boss at their desk, worried. “Sit down’ His boss says to him. “Now 
look, you are indeed one of my best customers so I’m sure | can call upon you to do this 
simple task. One of my employees has found out about my, ahem, actions, and is 
threatening to blow the lid on this whole thing. Now, keep in mind this is just one person, but 
even one person could inspire others to speak up.” His boss opens up one of his desk 
drawers and pulls out a pistol. “I’m hoping | can trust you with this” His boss hands it to him. 
A rational person would immediately shoot the man, or if they opposed morally of murder, 
perhaps use the weapon to perform a citizen's arrest of some sort. This isn’t what he did. He 
took the weapon and simply asked, “Where’s the address?”. While driving around with his 
one hand looking for the address, a thought occurred to him. A sudden realisation of his 
imminent mortality, bought on by the fact that his other hand was now melting. So when he 
arrived at the house, he now had a much different intent from what he originally intended on 
doing. When he knocked on the door, she answered. It was the victim from before, the one 
who confronted him in the parking lot. He has knocked on the door hoping to propose some 
sort of plan involving her faking her death and him taking down his boss. What happened, 
however, was very different from that. When she opened the door and realised who it was, 
she stabbed him immediately. It seems she was aware of what the boss had in plans for her 
and was willing to take every precaution to protect herself. His immediate reaction to being 
stabbed was to shoot her, which is something he regretted doing the second he did it. He 
thought about how much he regretted it as he dragged the body into the back of his truck, 
and while he was driving back to the office, soaked in blood, after making a makeshift 
bandage to cover his stab wound. Any other murderer would change, but he didn’t care at 
this point. When he arrived, his boss was very pleased. “You know what, now that | know | 
can trust you, why don’t | invite you to this event. You could be very valuable.” His boss 
handed him a card to his no stubs of fingers. “Oh, about that. There are some robotic arms 
in that box over there. His boss pointed to a box full of robotic arms in the corner. He picked 


some up on his way out. On his drive home, he got into a car crash. His mind was in a 
different place, and he wasn't paying enough attention to the road. Unable to call the police 
due to the fact that he was covered in the blood of someone he just murdered, he crawled 
out of his destroyed and upturned car, now with way more blood on himself than before. He 
hobbled his way towards the direction of his apartment. He crashed pretty close, so it only 
took around an hour and a half to get there. His disappointment with his life became more 
apparent to anyone watching when he arrived because he fell to the floor in misery. When he 
was away, his apartment building burned to the ground. Some Buffoon left their pasta 
cooking. 


Part Two 


The day of the event. He had just slept in the streets for the first time in a long time, and 
when he woke up he found he hadn't got any arms. This type of thing would alarm most 
people, but for him, at this point, it just annoyed him. 


Verse 2 (Peter) 


Once was a tale of Peter 


Peter lived his life with a sense of discomfort so at home to him he didn’t even notice it was 
there most of the time. He strolled through life unaffected by the burdens and pressures 
placed upon him. Sometimes, things would be very loud, and he’d sit and be very still, as if 
trying to wish himself out of existence. 


Peter carried around a pocket knife with him all the time. When things were bad, and they 
weren't often good, he’d remember that feeling and hold onto it. He’d keep it with him, and 
when it was very quiet and no one was around, he’d take the pocket knife out and make 
himself bleed. 


Just a little bit. 


Verse 3 
Verse 4 
Verse 5 
Verse 6 
Verse / 
Verse 8 
Verse 9 


Verse 10 


Verses 11 - 20 (Death) 


Verse 11 (Him) 


Chapter One 


Part One 
Warm. 


Warm. 


Warm. 


Dark. 


Part Two 


Warm. 


I like it here. 


It’s safe here. 


Chapter Two 


Year O 


Their small pickup truck drove them home. It was very early in the morning, around 2 or 3. 
It was a long drive, the hospital was in the city and they lived in the countryside. The 
pitter-patter of rain on the windscreens became almost soothing after a while, but it 
prevented the baby from sleeping. The crying was unpleasant. To the father, it sounded like a 
drill drilling a hole in his head. He gripped the steering wheel even tighter. The mother 
looked down at her child, all wrapped in blankets. She smiled. The baby stopped crying for a 
brief second. The truck slams into a tree. 


Chapter Three 


Part One 


Year 1 


The dad was looking in the mirror, readjusting his tie. He wanted to look right for the 
occasion. The place seemed emptier than ever, although there was stuff lying around 
everywhere. The baby crawls around on the floor. The father is dressed in black. Why? It was 
cold here. The baby starts to cry again. Struggling to contain himself, the father violently 
wipes everything off of the desk in front of him. He’s yelling. Words. His mouth is moving. 
What is this emotion? The baby doesn’t like it. 


He placed the flowers down gently. The sky was grey, there was a slight breeze. He was in the 
car. The baby placed a hand against the window. Father stood there, looking at the 
gravestone. Reading the words, over and over again. He tasted something salty. Were these 
tears? Was he crying? The door opened, and father got in. He would remember this. 


Father was drinking again. He clenched the bottle, gulping down every last drop of the liquid 
within. There was a sudden smash. Shards of glass lay all over the floor. He lay collapsed on 
the floor, soaking in his piss and blood. The darkness of the night was drenched in red and 
blue light, cycling, and the hypnotic rhythm of the ambulance siren. 


Part Two 


Years 5-8 


The house was nice. The walls were a light blue, the floor was wooden mostly, but some 
rooms had carpets. She was nice. She’d smile a lot. He wasn’t sure why he was there, but he 
was Okay with it. His brothers, she called them brothers, weren’t nice. One was older, 12 
maybe, and one was 9 or so. They didn’t talk much. He didn’t think that they liked him. It 
was the first day of school. He was nervous but excited. He had his bag ready. All his things 
were prepared. He didn’t know what school was like. He asked the older brother once, but all 
he said was to leave him alone. 


School was going well. He got along well with his classmates, and he did well at the work. 
Sitting on the small bus chairs wasn’t comfortable. He could feel the gum under the seats, 
and there was a weird stain on the seat next to him. All the people around him were talking, 
yelling, doing all kinds of things. He liked being alone. He didn’t mind other people, but he 
liked the comfort of being by himself. The bus came to a halt. He stood up and slowly walked 
to the bus door. He got out of the bus. He saw his house. An ordinary house, next to a long 
line of ordinary houses on each side. Something was wrong. 


Verse 12 (Her) 


Chapter One 


The teenage years 


He was nervous about starting high school. He found it hard to connect with people. Mary 
says it’s because he’s a diamond. Beautiful and magnificent, but you could cut yourself on the 
touch. He didn’t understand what this meant. Mary was nice. She cared for him, obviously. 
She looked after him when he needed it most. He was lucky he didn’t end up in an 
orphanage. She was making a stew. Carefully, she chopped the carrots. The pot was boiling. 
He was sitting there. She picked up the line of thinly cut carrots and dumped them in the 
water. He looked down at his feet. 


“I want to see my father again” 


He liked the car. It was cosy without being claustrophobic. He could drive around in a car 
forever, with no place to go. If he knew how to drive. He adjusted his collar. He was wearing 
a white shirt with blue stripes, and long black pants. Looking out the window, he saw all the 
identical houses passing by. People lived in these houses. Grey sky gave way to bright sun. 
Mary looked over at him cautiously. “Are you sure about this?” A memory came back to him. 
“I’m sure.” 


The car stopped, and he opened the door. They were well out of the suburbs now. He looked 
at the house in front of him. It was a small place. It seemed familiar. The grass clearly hadn’t 
been mowed in a while. He walked slowly. One foot, then the next. A window was broken. 

The place looked run down. He stood at the door. He lifted an arm and knocked on the door. 


He couldn’t recognise his face. He had a sharp, spiky beard and dark brown eyes. Slightly 
off-white and crooked teeth. A nose that seemed to have had reconstructive surgery done on 
it. This was his father? He couldn’t look him in the eyes. The father took a hit of the cigarette 
he was holding between his fingers and coughed viciously. There were bags under his eyes. 
He was talking to him. Words were going into his ears and into his brain. All he could do was 
look at his hands. He thought he heard the words sorry at some point. 


His father was crying. The tears were welling up in his bloodshot eyes. He couldn’t look. 
There was nowhere in that place he wanted to look. Dirty dishes were piled up in the sink. 
Empty bottles lying around the place. He could feel his hand make a fist. He wanted so badly 
to hit him, but in the end, he couldn’t bring himself to do it. All he could do was ask a 
question. 


“Were you drinking that night? 
He could still hear the rain. It never went away. That was the last time he saw his father. 


He was starting high school tomorrow. He didn’t really have any friends. There was no one 
he felt like he should talk to. He was back on the bus. It was a different bus than what he was 


used to. This bus had seatbelts. He put the seatbelt on. He was the only one who did. He 
looked around. He saw kids, teenagers, talking to each other, enjoying each others company. 
He felt so far away. Were these his peers? He wasn’t like these people... was he? 


The bus stopped. He unbuckled the seatbelt. People were pouring out of the bus like liquid. 
He got off the bus. Walking to the school, looking up, he felt a sense of dread seeping in. This 
was his life. He could hear their conversations. Such juvenile things they talking about. They 
mocked, they laughed and joked, insulted and degraded. Anything to avoid being alone. This 
was his life. Someone struck up a conversation with him. Asked his name, talked, smiled. He 
replied. He smiled back. They laughed. He wasn’t even there. 


This... was his life. 


English. He liked English. It made sense to him. Communication. He could do that. Poems, 
books, stories. They were all just expressions of feelings. He had feelings. He liked English. 
He sat at the back of the class. Next to him sat a girl. He snuck a glimpse of her. She noticed. 
He looked back to his book. He thought about her often. 


It was lunch. He hated lunch. There was no point. No objective. He sat outside, alone. He 
didn’t know where to look. He couldn’t help but look at people. He wondered about their 
live’s. But he felt he didn’t have the right to stare at people. It made him feel creepy. He took 
another bite of his sandwich and waited for the bell to ring. 


There was increasing talk of the political escalations at the border of his country. He didn’t 
understand what those words meant. Andrew, his eldest stepbrother had signed up to the 
army. Mary was crying a lot. He didn’t like it when people cried. He didn’t know what he 
should do. When he got off the bus he noticed something unusual. A factory of some sort was 
being built opposite his house. The sky was grey, and you couldn’t see the sun. 


He’d been talking to people. The person who talked to him on the first day was still talking to 
him. There were a few of them now. He didn’t care for them much, but it was better than 
being alone. He sat at his desk, listening to what the teacher said. Listen, then write. That 
was easy. He could do that. He could feel her sneak a glance at him. Did she think of him as 
well? 


They talked at lunch. He got to know her name. Sarah. It was a pretty name. She was a pretty 
girl. Small nose, wide eyes. A cute face. Her smile made him feel better. They talked about 
things, made small talk. Every so often they’d briefly look into each other's eyes for a second, 
and then quickly look away. The moment felt like a memory already. 


Mary had become more closed off. She was once so warm and inviting, now she barely 
talked. The sky’s had been grey for months now. The factory was built and was sending think 
dense fog into the sky. The industrial noises made it hard to sleep. 


He slowly opened his crusty eyes, once more of the fragile world he spent his days on. 
Somehow he’d knocked all his blankets off of his bed. He opened his curtains. There was a 
truck driving by, with soldiers crammed into the thing the truck was towing. He rubbed his 
eyes. Where were they going? He had cereal for breakfast. He let it soak in the milk for a little 


bit too long, so it was soggy. Mary was smoking. She’d been smoking for years, but she only 
just gave up on trying to hide it. 


School had been getting him down. He was so tired of the repetition and monotony, the only 
thing that kept him going was Sarah. She made him feel content. She completed him. Due to 
budgetary restrictions, English had been cut and replaced with more Physical Education. 
There were fewer people at school lately due to the large number of people fleeing the 
country. They called it Physical Education, but it felt like training. 


The bell had rung, and he was walking towards the bus when Sarah put her hand on his 
shoulder. 


“Come with me” 


He didn’t want to go home anyway. Mary wasn’t the same since Andrew left and Dan wasn’t 
exactly a caring brother. He and Sarah walked around town, talking and taking in the area. 
Many shops were shut down due to the new laws in place, so walking through the town was 
quite a barren experience. There used to be a lot of homeless people on the streets, but 
recently there haven’t been. No one asked where they went. 


Sarah was the one person he felt free to talk to. She’d listen and respond. She was the only 
one who saw him as he truly was. They were comfortable in each other’s presence. It was 
starting to get dark. Usually, around this time, the sun would set, but you couldn’t see the 
sun anymore. Sarah looked at him. She told him to close his eyes. He did. He felt something 
warm on his lips. She was kissing him. They were kissing. He wanted to live in the moment 
forever. 


He found out that Mary had lung cancer. She didn’t want to say, but she decided she should. 
Dan was nowhere to be seen. Her sharp, violent coughs pierced the room like a knife. He 
didn’t want to be there. How can you comfort someone who is dying? The wooden floors felt 
colder than usual. Upon realising that he’d left the windows open, he ran to shut them. It was 
too late. The house was filling with smoke. The alarms went off. Most of his neighbours had 
moved now. The grass on the lawn was brown now. Nothing could live here. 


The first of the bombs were dropped that night. He’d been constantly practising what to do in 
that scenario at school, so he knew what to do. They both went to the shelter. It wasn’t a nice 
place. Cans of tinned food lined up against the selves, a flickering lightbulb hanging from a 
wire on the ceiling. There was no comfort to be found there. They got out after 48 hours, per 
protocol. 


It seemed inaccurate to call it school anymore. It would be defined more accurately as 
military training. Classes once filled with dozens of children now only had a select few. Being 
outside was awful sad. The trees that used to bloom beautifully now hadn’t a leaf of them. 
The lack of sunlight and the level of smoke in the atmosphere made it hard for things to live 
in the environment. Sarah was still there. 


They held hands, her soft skin the only comfort in his life. He didn’t know what to do. They 
sat listening to whatever propaganda the teacher was spouting, but their minds thought only 
of each other. 


They had decided it. They were running away. 


Chapter Two 


Year 20 


The tin thunked down on the table, causing a metallic ringing sound. He hated the sound of 
it. He hated what it represented. It meant they were having it again. It was a cheap, tasteless 
food substance. It looked sort of like a grey porridge. There wasn’t a name for it, it didn’t 
need a name. After they fled the country, it was all they could afford. 


Sometimes he lay awake at night thinking of it. The sirens going off. The gunfire. The 
ice-cold water. The people who didn’t make it. He could still see their faces as they fell off of 
the raft. He thought about Mary too. Leaving the poor woman all alone. She didn’t have 
much longer, they both knew that, but he still felt bad about it. He remembers finding a 
letter that Andrew was declared missing in action. 


Sarah. Sweet Sarah. She lay asleep next to him. She gave him a reason to go on. A reason to 
move forward. 


The apartment was small, with two rooms. One was the eating and living area, the other was 
the bedroom. They lived in an apartment complex, fifty-three stories up. Every morning he’d 
walk down the stairs to his job. He worked at the mines. It wasn’t a safe job, nor a well 
paying one, but it made ends meet. 


He was walking home, one foot then the next going up the stairs. It was a disgusting place, 
with stains and things all over the walls, rubbish scattered across the ground. Truthfully he 
hated it there. Anyone would. He walks up those stairs every day. He walks for her. 


They had their first argument that night. So many feelings were pent up inside, and they all 
just exploded everywhere. He couldn’t even remember what started it. He lies awake again, 
in bed, next to her. She’s so close yet so near. He gets up in the night and looks in the mirror. 
He has bags under his eyes. 


Chapter Three 


Year 21 


He’s gotten a second job, a night shift at the nearby graveyard. The trucks would dump the 
bodies of the dead in a mass grave. His job was to find valuables on the corpses. Gold 
watches, jewellery. Anything that could be melted down and sold for profit. He doesn’t tell 


Sarah, but he started visiting the nearby pub. It’s a dingy place, crowds of people huddled 
around tiny tables, a thick layer of smoke ever-present in the air. 


She could smell it on him when he got back. He reeked of alcohol. They’d been fighting 
almost every night for about a month now. This time was different. They were yelling louder. 
It was more real. He tried to apologise. “I’m sorry. I... love you.” he pleads, slurring his 
words, collapsing to the floor. 


“You never loved me. You loved the idea of me. You projected your idealised version of me, 
someone who could fix you, onto me. You’ve never thought about anyone else in your life.” 


The words cut like knives. He looked into her eyes. He remembered it all. The glances in 
English class, the long talks, the first kiss. He couldn’t stand himself anymore. 


Verse 13 (Them) 


Year 22 


They'd been struggling to pay the power bills for a while now. That night the electricity was 
cut. There was an accident at the mines that day and many of his coworkers were hurt or 
killed. He had quit his job at the graveyard. It was too much for him to bear. One day he was 
rummaging around in the pockets of someone and he found a photo. A little boy, only five or 
six, and his father. The father whose corpse he was stealing from. Where was this boy? 


He used to question things often. He was in his own head a lot. Now he just got on with his 
work. There wasn’t time to think. Rumours had that the war was coming to the country so 
many fled to, the country he was living in. As he sat on the worn-out, tearing bar stool, 
clenching the sweet golden elixir he’d become so dependant on, he felt tired. 

They fought again that night. So much anger was released. When they stopped, they sat on 
the floor, in the dark, and huddled together for warmth. His head on her lap, he talked to 
her. 

“Say that you love me” 

“T love you” 

He needed to hear it again 

“Tell me that you love me” 


“T love you” 


He hated himself. Those words were all he had. 


“Say it again” 
“I love you” 
He felt tears starting to well up in his eyes. 


“Tell me that you love me, Sarah” 
“T... L... [love you!” 


She was starting to get choked up. 
“Please Sarah, say it again.” 
They were both crying now. 


I love you. 


Verse 14 


Verse 15 


Verse 16 


Verse 17 


Verse 18 


Verse 19 


Verse 20 


Verses 21 - 30 (Apocalypse) 


Verse 21 (The Coming of the Oblivia) 


Chapter One (The birth of the Suffergod) 


Part One 


The suffergod is a cruel god. He knows not mercy, nor love, nor pain. He was born of no 
womb, and the very presence of his sight upon mortal eyes would cause ones brain to pour 
out their own ears. The suffergod knows no limits to his cruelty, he rejoices at the feast of a 
fresh carcass, his hunger only diminishing when he consumes the soul of an innocent virgin. 


Part Two 
Chapter Two (The Death of Suffergod) 


Part One 


Part Two 


Chapter Three (The Day of Ichor) 


Part One 
When Suffergod dies, the day of Ichor begins. 


First the earthquake begins. The land is shaken in a way previously unseen, with 
skyscrapers falling like a house of cards. The ground will open up, cities into the earth, the 


Part Two 


Part Three 

Chapter Four (The Birth of the Durrectioner) 
Part One 

Part Two 

Verse 22 (Durrectioner’s Reign) 
Chapter One (The Blood Days) 

Chapter Two (The Fire Days) 

Chapter Three (The Birthing of the Antis’) 
Verse 23 (Death of Durrectioner) 
Chapter One (The Feast of the Antis’) 
Chapter Two (The Massacre of Butonism) 
Verse 24 (The creation of the Infernum) 
Chapter One 

Chapter Two 

Chapter Three 

Verse 25 (The destruction of Infernum) 
Chapter One 

Chapter Two 


Chapter Three 


Verse 26 (Rebirth) 
Chapter One 
Chapter Two 


Chapter Three 


Verse 27 (The implosion of the Void) 
Chapter One 
Chapter Two 


Chapter Three 


Verse 28 (The wind) 
Chapter One 


Chapter Two 


And his jaw will open wide, the snapping sound you shall hear will remind you of a twig. 
And you will gaze at the many rows of pointy, sharp teeth with awe. 


And you will admire the strength in which he tears you limb from limb with his four noodly 
arms. 


Yet the wind will blow evermore. 


Chapter Three 
Chapter Four 
Chapter Five 
Chapter Six 
Chapter Seven 
Chapter Eight 


Chapter Nine 


Verse 29 (The lingering) 


Chapter One 


Oh, is the lingering not the worst part? Isn’t it pathetic to lift yourself back up again, to wipe 
yourself off and sit with your actions? Surely remembering the indecency, loathing and pity 
you felt is even stronger than when it was really happening? It’s almost as if it is actually 
happening, always. The memory seeps into everything, almost unrecognisable at points. 
The dawn has cracked, the light is spreading, and yet the darkness is stuck. Like a tumour. 


It is not the agony that crushes you, it’s not your atrocities that wear you down, it’s the 
lingering. Because a part of you thought there was an end, and you have learnt once more 
that’s a lie you keep telling yourself because a part of you still has hope and that hope 


lingers even when the rest of you is a swollen corpse at the bottom of the lake tethered to 
the two concrete slabs that are bound to you. 


Chapter Two 


Chapter Three 


Verse 30 (The days after) 


Book 5 (Beyond) 


Verses 1- 10 


Verse 1 (Redimere) 


Chapter 1 (The Prayers) 


Prayer One 
Part 1 


Hymn 1 


Feed me, suck the filth from every notch in my dripping spine. 
Lick the poison out of the beautiful things. 


Crush the hope in my subtle smirk, eat my ego: cry my tears for me. 


Die your thousand petty deaths, lay in the sand dunes and sink into eternity. 


Hymn 2 


The glitter poured out of your mouth, Slamming heads against a paper tower: hope. 
Nothing. 
Yelling. 


Stained, dying your thousand souls are each as delirious, | will eat your bruises when you 
are alone. 


The words have lost all meaning, meandering, dull, dull eyes, dull, death scars. 
Scars. 

Leaving, Going, Staying, Leaving. 

Stultism is truth, is lies: is eternity - inevitable. 


Hymn 3 


They are feeding, their eyes crawl into my skin and bury eggs in my inherent death. 
Merchant of death, reaper of envy, piss-coloured hate. 


Worms begat worms, life begat death, Fly begat maggot. 


Maggot crawls, | crawl, crying again. 
Unclean. 


You see my filth, you deny my pleasures. 


Hymn 4 
My scriptures are potent, vile, leeching disgust. My words are like roses. 


Butter skin melts in the sun of your exuberant radiation. 
You defy me again, | execute with vicious intent. 
| execute your breath, you gasp at the falling moon. 


The rivers run red with blood, the earth is salted, nothing grows here. 
Tradition, kill it. Execute, annihilate, obliterate. 


Hymn 5 
Pray. 


Praying, hoping, wishing. 

Dying, Living, Speaking. 

Oh citrus sin, cleanse me of my impurities, guide me to - 
Oh maple leaf, detach the core 

Guide me to the void 

Feel the cold embrace 

Stab the heart of stone 

Break the iron bones 

Part 2 

Hymn 1 

Heed his wishes, the crimson castle 

Paint me your shades of ivory, crush me to a powder 


Heed not his temptations, peel his skin and reveal the rot 


Cut 

Hymn 2 

Mortal pleasures 

Guide me with your casting stone 
Split me into a thousand limbs 

Save me 

Save them 

No one is safe 

Safe is death 

Blood is love 

Love is here 

Hide 

Hymn 3 

And so say I, |am one, we are many 
Many are the plentiful food - the food of love 
Love is in my heart 

| pour into you, | bleed out of you 

| reap your bountiful harvest - you are consuming the carcass 
Hymn 4 

Feel flow, flow throw him 

Cycling 

Feel free, free you 


You are 


Cycling 
Again 
Hymn 5 
You are 
You 
Were 
Now 
Here 


Here 
Here 


What once was now beats no more 
Seething, lying, parting ways 
Crossed into your back with the turn of the screw 
Hammer your roses into my hands 
Release 

Part 3 

Hymn 1 

Nothing is Nothing! 

Defied, defiled charmed spit me 
Seething again he guides me 

| am redeemed, praise 

Praise fake 

Fake me 

Kill death in his name 


Reap life from the corner of the hall 


Everything walks towards endless nothing 
Say it 

Speak that which cannot be spoken 
Justify the unspeakable 

Speak the unjustifiable 

Reject the systems 


Announce yourself 


Hymn 2 


The wanderers, the searchers 
Lost 


Finding found filled looped in the path of the light 
The light is lost 

Light is found in the death of kill 

Kill death live peace 

Find life in the waning, fading, findings of the fall 
Fall into the pit 

Pit apples find themselves as seeds are to all apples 
Cycle one more 

Praise 

Praise for light which guides from darkness 
Praise for darkness, for without is no light 

End 


Hymn 3 


Reap his love 


Reap his kind 
Reap his sin 
Kill his death 
Feel his love 
Eat his sin 
Feel the flow 
Glory flows 
Glory’s glow 
Into him 

Into us 

US 

We were one 
Once was sin 
Now is more 
More than now 
End the pain 
Pain is now 
Feel pain 
Hymn 4 
Naked, 

| lie before you 
Tear the falling stars in the sky 
Pour the shedding skin in my eyes 


Rip the bones in my lies 


Lie before me 
Hanging 

Hang 

Hymn 5 
Prosperous and vile 


Skinning the beast 
Part 4 


Hymn 1 


amor vita mors et dolor deus est 


Hymn 2 


amor vita, mors, dolor deus est 


Hymn 3 


dolor clamat deus, mortem sentio 


Hymn 4 


Deus in dolore clamat, mortem sentio 


Hymn 5 
| defy you, crying , | defy you 


Consuming, growing, dying, living, 
Rebirth 

They wandering 

Silicon noose, silver touch 

Eyes glazed, 

More is more is less is more 
Crawling is good 


Good is good 


Bad 

Bad and bad 

Oh, hear me 

Oh, cry out from the plastic oceans, deep in the narrow well 
Cry out for him 

He will crush you and will is suffered 

All for his love 

She bleeds for him 

We are one at last 

Part 5 

Hymn 1 

Stultism was born, was bought 

Was payed, will be payed, will be suffered 

Will be stopped, will be lived, will never end 
Loved, cherished and mercilessly mocked 

Yet forever in the hole 

Never to spit from the sins of slimy salted wounds 
Staying, draining into you 

Forever 


Hymn 2 


Stultism was created in the flames of despair, the burning flavour of clinging to something, 


anything 
Stutlism is here, now 


Pray for Stultism 


Pray for us 

Hymn 3 

What want was when 

How do you reckon that 

Suppositions are false assumptions 
Only he knows 

And he will find 

Know nothing 

Nothing at all 

Knowledge is the scriptures of control 
Break free from the will to know 
Know his seething, 

Know his anger 

Hymn 4 

Let the light hide me in the the pit 

Let the words guide me through the mud 
Let me sink 

Float in the abyss 


Free at last 


Hymn 5 
sugere super pectus miseri 


Part 6 


Hymn 1 
ut sugatis miseris pectus 


Hymn 2 


Feed it, cherish it also 
Yet don’t free it 


One day you will learn 


Hymn 3 


| will not save you 

No, | will not save you 

We both will drown 

Drown 

We will both be drowning 

Hymn 4 

Protected in the womb, ripping the flesh 
Crawling, the foetus grows 

Killing the fuck 


I will 
He is such a fool 


Lies are such poetry to me 

Rhymes make the truth seem funny 
And she’s still broken 

They tear them limb from limb 

My fuck is a death, My sin is a soul 


And | will not end until you end me 


Hymn 5 
Regret 


| wish | was different 


Regret 


Isn't this nice? 
Part 7 


Hymn 1 
Every tick 


Every step 

Every word spoken 

You lie to me 

I did not cry 

Hymn 2 

To feel the fingers push down 
On your throat. To feel 

The life drain from you 
Powerless to stop me 

Even if you wanted to 

Hymn 3 

Spit on me | am piss 
Wretched and vile like a rodent 
No reason No Right to Live 
Only a nuisance 


Failure cuts my flesh and bleeds from me 


Hymn 4 
They know 


With every quick glance 


It is apparent 


They know 

Everyone knows 

| cannot stop the course of what was bound to happen 
Why blame me? 

I'm cleansed 

| am purity incarnate 


| promise I'll make it quick 


Hymn 5 
Do 


lam a fly 

| swarm the rotting bodies 

| consume the filth 

And one day | will be crushed and that will be the end 
A fly does not deserve to live 

It is disgusting 

lam a liar 


You are all | need 
Part 8 


Hymn 1 
| lived in a big damp apartment block 


The wallpaper 

Was peeling off at the corners of the walls. Every 
Day I’d wake up and look out the window. | 

Do not 


And will not 


Ever know what | may have hoped to find looking out of that fucking window 
But one day, 

There was a man laying down face down in a puddle 
| couldn’t even conjure up 

The level of sympathy 

Expected for such an event 

Maybe it was because 

The man smelt of piss 

And | forgot to close the window last night 

Hymn 2 

Hymn 3 

Hymn 4 

Hymn 5 

Part 9 

Hymn 1 

Hymn 2 

Hymn 3 

Hymn 4 


Hymn 5 


Prayer Two 
Part 1 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Part 2 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Part 3 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 


Hymn 3 


Prayer Three 
Part 1 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Part 2 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Part 3 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Part 4 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 


Part 5 


Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Part 6 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 7 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 


Hymn 9 


Hymn 10 
Part 8 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 9 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 10 
Hymn 1 


Hymn 2 


Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 11 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 12 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 


Hymn 6 


Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 13 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 14 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 


Hymn 10 


Part 15 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 16 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 17 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 


Hymn 3 


Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 18 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 19 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 


Hymn 7 


Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Part 20 
Hymn 1 
Hymn 2 
Hymn 3 
Hymn 4 
Hymn 5 
Hymn 6 
Hymn 7 
Hymn 8 
Hymn 9 
Hymn 10 
Hymn 11 
Hymn 12 
Hymn 13 
Hymn 14 


Hymn 15 


Chapter 2 (Lex Sancta) 


Law 1 
Law 2 
Law 3 
Law 4 
Law 5 
Law 6 
Law 7 
Law 8 
Law 9 
Law 10 
Law 11 


Law 12 


Verse 2 (Sins) 


Chapter 1 (Mortal Sins) 


Sin 1 
One shalt not submit to the shall of the ignorant many, n'r shalt they besmirch the valorous 


name of the way of stultism through willful ignorance 'r acceptance of such. To do so would 
be an unspeakably foolish and unforgettable act. 


Sin 2 

Speaking the foreign tongue, nay longer did guide by the quite quaint sounds of the stultist 
language is an act of defiance in the visage of the shining knowledge and savouring wisdom 
of stultism, and might not but not beest committ'd under any circumstance. Doing such a 
thing would constitute unforgivable 


Sin 3 
Those who is't reject the principles of surrealism and conform themselves to normality has't 


a special lodging in the abyss, their eyes shalt beest peck'd out by vultures f'r eternity, death 
holds nay surprises f'r those folk. 


Sin 4 
Rejecting the holy word, the word of realisation. Did cast t not aside, but rather keepeth t 


within thee, carryeth t in thy heart. One might not but findeth t and recall such fr the other 
would not beest an acceptable option in his eyes. 


Sin 5 

Those tempted to heed to a life of debauchery, to revel in the simple and lustful pleasures of 
life, oblivious to even the concept of responsibility, these folks are more free and fulfilled than 
the repressed common individual. To deny oneself their primal urges is in and of itself an act 
of evil, of course, all acts coming from these desires must be in line with Stultist morality. 


Sin 6 
Sin 7 
Sin 8 
Sin 9 
Sin 10 
Chapter 2 (Spiritual Transgression) 
Sin 1 
Sin 2 
Sin 3 
Sin 4 
Sin 5 
Sin 6 
Sin 7 
Sin 8 
Sin 9 
Sin 10 
Chapter 3 (Innate Impurities) 
Sin 1 
Sin 2 
Sin 3 
Sin 4 
Sin 5 


Sin 6 


Sin 7 
Sin 8 
Sin 9 
Sin 10 
Sin 11 
Sin 12 
Sin 13 
Sin 14 
Sin 15 


Sin 16 


Verse 3 


Verse 4 


Verse 5 


Verse 6 


Verse 7 


Verse 8 


Verse 9 


Verse 10 


Verses 11 - 20 
Verse 11 (Art) 


Verse 12 (There are many of me) 


Chapter One (Roland Fitzroy) 


Part One (Who is Roland Fitzroy) 


Understanding who Roland Fitzroy is proves to be a necessary part of understanding what it 
means to be a Stultist in the first place. In accordance with Stultist philosophy, one creates a 
personality, and therefore a cult of personality around themselves. One cannot, however, 
grow attached to their personality, as recreation is an essential part of the Stultist lifestyle. 

In becoming a Stultist, it is essential to purge oneself of all previous, non-stultist, sinful 
ideologies. This is a clear and unavoidable task, yet one that is often very difficult. One of the 
many aspects of completing this transition is to understand the fluidity of identity. Identity as 
we know it is false, and yet the Stultist reality of identity is more real than we can 
understand. This is because Stultist identity is much more vast and flexible than the 
non-stultist interpretation of identity. 


Part Two 
Chapter Two 


Part One 


Part Two 
Chapter Three 


Part One 


Part Two 


Verse 13 


Chapter One (Untitled) 


Part One 


It is only now that | begin to realise how big of an undertaking this project is. The amount of 
writing and effort required to pull this off is monumental, to say the least. It’s not an 


exaggeration to call it an impossible dream. To complete this book would be a feat on the 
level unseen compared to any of my other achievements. 


Speaking of achievements, while writing this, looking back, it makes me realise more than 
ever how little | have to show for my life. The work | have done has been half-hearted and 
pathetic, resulting in me having only sand castles as proof of my worth. And when the tide 
comes, the result is always the same. 


Now it is even more clear what the meaning of Stultism is. To give a purpose to the abyss 
that is consuming everything. As dreams and hopes crumble around you, it is a saviour to 
have something to hold close, to give meaning, to give a shining reason to continue. | hope, 
and | believe that very something lies within the words of this book. 


| have strived in my life to search for a meaning, a distinctive thread to tie together the 
actions I’ve done, beliefs I’ve held and choices I’ve made, and in my many ponderings, 
sleepless nights and eternal fantasies, | believe that | have discovered the answer. The 
answer is Stultism. 


| am but a vessel for something greater. Our primitive languages do not contain the tools 
necessary to convey what flows through my veins, what makes the neurons in my brain 
contort each notch in my spine, to pour out the very message | bring to you now. We are 
meagre, weak, docile. Is it not our very nature to search for something greater? Is it not our 
innate ill to not submit, to not surrender to the light, for not to be crushed by the depth of the 
abyss we seek to find? 


Part Two 


| am trying very hard. It may not seem it, like | am simply passing by, but it is impossible for 
me not to try, for to do such a thing would simply mean lying down very still in the middle of 
the road, a possibility | feel grows nearer everyday. Still, | try. With every passing glance | am 
trying to understand the philosophy and function of the person | see in front of me. With 
every uttered word | am trying to form a connection which will maybe lead to some answer, 
some understanding, some meaning to the struggle. Every day is trying. And | am weary. 


| am not myself and | do not remember the last time my thoughts have been clear. The shrill 
screaming and piercing cries of my mind seem like they have been here since the moment | 
came into being, or maybe much longer. 


Part Three 
Part Four 
Part Five 
Part Six 
Part Seven 


Part Eight 
Chapter Two 
Chapter Three 
Chapter Four 


Chapter Five 


Verse 14 


Verse 15 


Verse 16 


Verse 17 


Verse 18 


Verse 19 


Verse 20 


Verses 21 - 30 (Normal) 
Verse 21 


Verse 22 (Government) 


Chapter 1 


Part One 


By this part, what is to be done is clear: the divine plan, the establishment of a Stultist law is 
clearly necessary for the preservation of the Unemandire, as detailed in previous passages. 
The aim of these verses is to put forward in clear and simple language the steps necessary 
to preserve the Unemandire and stop the creation and spread of zgjuallaqe. 


This verse establishes the steps necessary to establish a Stultist law as well as 
understanding and conceptualising what a Stultist law would look like and how it would 
function. 


Part Two 


For the children of Stultism, it is of utmost importance they not only extend and expand the 
reach of the good word of Stultist philosophy, but help their fellow people gain the necessary 
political power to begin the first phase of the great transition. To do such a thing is the utmost 
priority. Faith inherently means sacrifice, suggesting a servant to the word of Stultism may 
find it necessary to sacrifice their own petty ambitions, their noble ideals and virtues, if only it 
means even a slight expansion of Stultism. 


The great leader William Wilks laid out a detailed political manifesto as to how a Stultist 
government would functionally work. There are a variety of philosophical ideas which make 
up the Stultism Political system, one of which being surrealism, detailed by Wilks in the 
excerpt: 


“A political system based on surrealism would function in a way that is completely 
unpredictable and nonsensical. This would be a system where the rules are constantly 
changing, and there is no clear understanding of how the government works. This would be 
a system where the leader would be a figurehead who represents the ideal of surrealism, 
and the government would be run by a group of individuals who are constantly changing and 
evolving.” 


This shows a clear and precise explanation of how surrealism would be enacted. Wilks also 
details the importance of surrealism: 


“Surrealism was an artistic movement that focused on bringing unconscious thoughts and 
desires into the conscious mind. This was done through the use of dreamlike imagery and 
bizarre, often hallucinatory, experiences. Surrealism was a reaction against the traditional 


values of art, which the Surrealists believed restricted the artist's imagination. They believed 
that the artist should be free to express whatever they felt or saw, regardless of whether it 
made sense to anyone else. Surrealism had a significant impact on the development of 
modern art, particularly in the areas of painting, sculpture, and film.” 


Part Three 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 


Chapter 4 


Verse 23 (Purpose) 


Chapter 1 


Part 1 


There is not much time, denying such a thing would be pointless, futile and telling of flaws 
one should not be willing to flaunt so recklessly. So yes, admittedly, the time between now 
and the end is rapidly decreasing, at a rate which is increasing in an unpredictable manner. 
When confronted by such a fact, and with the explanations already laid out in this book, the 
question remains: Your, the reader, place in all of this. That is to say: What Is Your Purpose? 


Part 2 


Part 3 
Part 4 
Part 5 
Part 6 
Part 7 
Part 8 
Part 9 


Part 10 


Chapter 2 
Verse 24 
Verse 25 
Verse 26 
Verse 27 
Verse 28 
Verse 29 


Verse 30 


- Roland Fitzroy 


